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the protection of its flag.

Days follow days, weeks melted into months, and

the months into years, and still the war went on.

Would it never end? And if it did what toll would it

exact from her? For two years by censored letter,

and tlie direct and indirect information of her brother,

Eli^^abeth followed, at a distance it is true, the move-

ments of her husband. He had received the Iron

Cross for distinguished service and yet had no promo-

tion. She knew how his whole soul revolted at the

carnage, and was scarcely surprised that he found

little favor in high places. What she did not under-

stand was his many changes. He was always on the

most active fronts, and was always on the fiercest firing

' line—Mons, Charleroi, Flanders, Verdun, and the

Marne found him on the first line defenses. Then sud-

denly—she heard that he was transferred to the air

service—next and most unheard of—he was sent to

one of the "U" boats as interpreter. Then all com-

munication ceased.

Mr, Toomey, who had many connections with

foreign banks and was instrumental in floating Ger-

man loans, tried in every possible way to unearth the

secret of Lieutenant Kappel 's varied destiny. Of no

avail were his efforts, the unseen agencies at work
defied detection. Bernard Toomey had his own
opinion, but he kept it to himself. Had he expressed

it, he would realize that he stood alone—so instead, he

made himself a strong wall of defense to save his be-

loved daughter from unnecessary intrusion and

Secret service men never let Frau Kappel pass from
their vision. At first, Elizabeth was unconscious of

the surveillance. One day while attending an alumnae
meeting at Radcliffe a heated discussion between two
members brotight forth from Elizabeth a remark that

was not in her usual conservative vein.

Next day, a card bearing the name ''Jason Brown"
was handed in for Frau Kappel at the Toomey resi-

dence on Beacon street.

Descending to the library, Elizabeth found a small,

alert dapper gentleman, who bowed most graciously

and murmured, "Jason Brown of the Secret Service,

and at your service, Madame."
Elizabeth was puzzled and in silence awaited de-

velopments.

'I am an old friend of your father's"

—

"Oh!" exclaimed Elizabeth, "the maid misunder-
stood she thought you asked for me. I shall tell my
father"—'' v/-^-:.^^) ;>::-: :;'^:

; "No, no, it is you with whom I wish to talk, and
it is because of my friendship for your father that I

have come here today. ::-''--;.;; ^^^.^ ;:;:^V?.;:^,vVv^/;/>:^:^;v.;;.::;:^,:;^

. "You are a German officer's wife. Do you realize

that you are under constant esi)ionage? You are prob-
ably aware that you made an injudicious remark at the

Radcliffe dinner yesterday. Be careful! Don't take

any chances. To prove that I have authority for my
statement, I shall read your movement during the past

week. He proceeded to enumerate every drive, every

visit to friends, as well as shopping excursions and
church attendance. Everything so far is above

board," he observed, "but don't compromise yourself

by imprudent remarks. Pardon me for the intrusion.

My intentions are of the best. I have the honor to bid

you good-day."

Elizabeth breathed more freely as she watched him
out of sight and thanked God she had nothing to con-

ceal. But the result of the visit was to make her

nervous, anxious and more troubled about the one who
was her nearest and dearest on earth.

Suddenly the situation grew acute, intensified by
the refusal of Germany to give up "U" boat warfare.

It reached its climax: Avhen the U. S. declared war
against Germany;

W^ith the severing of diplomatic relations Dr.
Toomey returned to the United States. On previous
occasions during his flying trips home. Dr. Toomey
brought to Elizabeth all the information she possessed.

He had in some Avay managed to see his brother-in-

law several times yearly. There was something very
peculiar in all the lieutenant's various changes. As
soon as he won an honorable mention he was trans-

ferred, and always to a more hazardous post.

"The Good Book says, 'Those that love the danger
shall perish in it,' but 1 seem to thrive on the excite-

ment, brother mine," said Max to Dr. Toomey, as he
was paying his farewell visit to his brother-in-law.

"You seem to bear a charmed life," replied the
doctor. "You haven't even a nerve to set up a howl.
I marvel at it!"

"Not if you knew that wonderful little wife of
mine. I know that it is her prayers that have brought
me through unscathed."

"But tell me this," interjected Dr. Toomey. "Why
are you always chosen for the hardest things, and why
have you received (mly one recognition when you de-
served a hundred? Elizabeth has an eternal query on
her lips whenever I meet her which no explanation of
mine seems to satisfy. '', ;;-;Ov//^=-v \\^:V :rv':\ :,v-:^:,;/.;;^;.:

'

"I hate to say it as I have no direct evidence, but
listen, Mortimer, Elizabeth was right. Von Pletz is

my evil genius in the guise of a friend. He has won
promotion, fame, honor, by what—grinding the heel
of power on some poor unfortunate! I feel—can I

say it, that in one thing only in his whole life long
has he been thwarted, and Mortimer, I was the one
who did the deed. He Avanted Elizabeth, wanted her^
with the whole desire of his selfish heart, for he never
refused himself anything, nor did anyone other than
my Elizabeth ever refnsc him anylhing he sought. I

feel, loo. he loved her, does lov<; her still—j)erhaps it


